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this dim white blur in the darkness hung directly over the dwell-
ing of his Love. To his excited feelings at that moment that
phantasmal object seemed much more than a natural phenomenon.
Eagerly he grasped with one of his hands a tuft of willow
sprigs growing out of the head of an old bowed pollard, whose
roots \vere in the wet earth at his feel, and leaning forward
raised his stick exultantly in the air. The dark earth beneath him
seemed to him then like a vast, wild-maned horse, upon whose
broad back he was being borne through space! A poignant smell
of musk rose up from where his hea^ y boots pressed against that
huge living creature. Young plants of common water mint must
have been growing there to cause this scent; but its aromatic
sweetness added yet another element to his enchantment.
From that fragment of white mystery there slid across land and
water into the soul of Sam Dekker a thin, long-rippling con-
federate stream of sweet disturbance. Where John Crow would
have subtly reasoned upon the mythical significance of this frail
vessel of '"furious fancies," Sam just gave himself up to its
palpable power. He became a wave in the Bristol Channel, a
bracken-frond in the Quantock hills, a crystal in a Mendip stone
wall, a black-striped perch in the Brue under Pomparles Bridge.
Sam and that old bent pollard, whose youlhful sprouts he was
clutching with such blind intensity, gave themselves up together
so completely to the power of that obscured moon that an identical
magnetism poured through the man's flesh and blood and shiv-
ered through the vegetable fibres of the tree. Yes! Sam felt as
if he were a reckless rider, awkward and stiff; in his new release,
but mounted on the dark equine back and behind the streaming
mane of the revolving earth; and carried wildly through the wet
mists towards his desire. He little knew what superhuman Natu-
ralists were watching him then, as interested in his present antics
(and not less sympathetic) as he himself had so often been over
the aquarium in his father's museum. That shapeless white blur,
that still delayed to sink below the reedy horizon in the Sedge-
moor vapours, was to these watchers like the candle which Sam
would hold sometimes above some favourite finned pet! In a uni-
verse so thrilling and so aching with teeming consciousness, the
man and the bowed pollard tree strained and yearned together